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could have dropped their shells amongst us without
fail. The horses could not graze, and the women
who came with their husbands' rations could not
reach us without passing within gunshot of the out-
lying trenches of the Turks, and I have seen a file
of them come in, each with a huge loaf of bread on
her head, and the bullets from the trenches flying
around them, but not one hastening her step or
paying the least attention to the danger. This is
the habit of the Montenegrin woman, who would
consider herself disgraced by a display of fear, no
matter what the danger. I have seen them go down
to the trenches where their husbands were lying for
days together, during which time the wives brought
the rations every five days, and they always took the
opportunity to discuss the affairs of the household
deliberately, though under fire, and walk away as
unconcernedly.

But our quarters at Studenitzi were not to the
taste of the attaches who took no part in the fight-
ing, and we broke camp, and moved off to the edge
of the plain, all the time under the fire of the artil-
lery of the fortress. The Montenegrin artillery was
brought up, and one by one the little forts which
studded the margin of the broad expanse were taken.
The first attacked held out till the shells penetrated
its thin walls, and then surrendered unconditionally.
The garrison, twenty or more Albanian nizams, were
brought to the headquarters, and we all turned out
to see them. Eagged, half famished, and frightened
they were, and, through an Albanian friend who